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The  Blackbird 

Foreftalling  done  over 

Mrs.  Flinn  and  the  Bold  Dx'agooit 

A  Bull  in  a  China  Shop 

The  Wauking  of  the  Fauld 


Newcaftle  upon  Tyne: 

^Printed by  J.  MarOiall,  in  the  Old  Fiefii^Market, 
U  Jjjre  may  alfo  he  hady  a  large  and  tnteresiing  Colkcikn 
Songs i  Ballads i  Taksy  Hisioncs^  Wc. 


The  Blackbird. 
'^"^WAS  on  a  bank  of  daifies  fweet. 


The  little  lambs  play'd  at  her  feet. 

While  file  in  forrow  cried) — 
^  Where  is  my  love,  where  can  he  ftray  ?' 

When  thus  a  blackbird  fung^— 
*  Sweet !  fvveet !  fweet !  fvveet !  he  will  not. 
ftayr 

The  air  with  mufic  rung* 

Ah  !  mock  me  notj  bold  bird/'  (he  faid, 

And  why,  pray,  tarry  here  ? 
Dofl  thou  bemoan  foniQ  youngling  fled 
"  Or,  baft  thou  loft  thy  dear  ? 
'•'•Doft  thou  lament  his  ablence,  fay?" 
Ai^ain  the  blackbird  fuii<y, 
Sweet !  fweet !.  fv/eet !  fweet !  he  v^dll  no 
flay!'* 

The  air  with  niufic  rung. 

Sing  on,'Vilie  cried,  '^tbou  charming  bir 

Thofe  dulcet  notes  repeat !  ,- 
No  mufic  e^er  like  thine  v/as  heard. 

So  truly  fweet,  iwcet,  fweet ! 
Oh-!  that  my  love  was  'here  to-day 
Once  more  the  blackbird  iling— 
''Sweet !  .fweet !  fweet !  fweet  i  he  corne 
this  way  l'^ 
l&e  air  with  mufic  rung. 


A  lovely  maiden  figh'd  ; 


s 


ForeBalling  done  over. 

pi 

l^yOME,  all  you  poor  people,  I  pray  lend  an  car, 
^Anci  of  the  rogiiuh  Badgers  you  qukkly  fhall  hear  ; 
It's  their  daily  llody,  and  long  they\^e  contrived, 
To  raiie  our  piovfrioi'is,  and  ftarve  us  alive. 
So  yen  FirmGrs,  and  Badgers,  and  Miiiers,  I'm  fare 
YvJlI  all  deserve  hanging  for  ftarvltig  the  poor. 

There's  the  farmers  and  badgers  and  forellalling  crew 
They  all  fland  corifidenDg  to  know  vrhat  to  do. 
In  rahliig  the. gram  they;wlli  all  play  their  part, 
But  the 13— i  will  take  them  in  his  packet-cart. 

The  farmers'  wives  alfo,  when  they  go  to  town, 
la  the  market  Will  afii  eighteen- pence  for  a  pound. 
And  Oiould  you  feeai  to  grumble,  they'll  tell  you 
quite  plain, 

They  mean  to  raiie  the  butter  as  their  hufband?  did 
the  grain. 

'IF  into  the  market  yoii  chance  for  to  v/alk, 
You'll  hear  the  forcftaller  and  badger  to  tAk 
Of  buying  the  butten  eggs,  cheefe,  fowls,  and  all, 
The  poor  has  no  chance  to  buy  them  at  all. 
%^  .  .    -  # 

So  row,  you  foreflallers,  I'd  have  you  take  care, 
The  act  is  in  force,  you'll  be  caughit  in  the  fnare. 
And  if  you  go  to  market,  pray  rnind  what  you  fwy^ 
If  you're  caught  foreftalling  the  penalty  you'll  pay* 
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About  four  yeaf  s  ago,  when  the  corn  had  a  fall, 
They  grumbled  and  faid,  'rwas  worth  nothing  at  all- 
The  barbers  charge  fixpence  for  fhaving  their  long 
face, 

And  their  friend  Bounaparte  is  in  the  fame  cafe. 

Mrs.  Flinn  and  the  Bold  Dragoon. 
npHERE  was  an  ancient  fair. 


And  file  could  not  throw  fly  looks  at  him, 

But  only  through  her  fan  j 
With  her  winks  and  blinks,  this  waddling 
minx, 

Her  quizzing  glafs,  her  leer  and  fidle, 
O  fhe  lov'd  a  bold  dragoon,  with  his  long 
£word,  faddle,  bridle. 

Whack  row  de  dow. 

She  had  a  rolling  eye, 

It*s  fellow  it  had  none, 
Would  you  know  the  reafon  why  ? 

^  *Twas  becaufe  fhe  had  but  one  ; 
With  her  winks  and  blinks,  this  tx^addling 
minx. 

She  coudn't  keep  her  one  eye  idfe  ; 
Oh,  flie  leer'd  at  this  dragoon,  with  his 
long,  &c* 


O  fhe  lov*d  a  nate  young  man. 


SlOW  he  was  tall  and  flim, 
She  fquab  and  (hort  was  grown  : 

Se  look'd  juft  hke  a  mile  in  length. 
And  fhe  Uke  a  mile  ftone  ; 

iiVith  her  winks  and  blinks,  this  waddling 
minx. 

Her  quizzing,  glafs,  her  leer  and  fidle, 
D,  fhe  figh'd  to  this  dragoon  j  blefs  your 
long,  &c. 

>oon  he  led  unto  the  church 

The  beauteous  Miftrefs  Flinn, 
i/Vho  a  walnut  could  have  cracked  between 

Her  lovely  nofe  and  chin  ; 
)h  !  then  fuch  winks,  in  marriage  links. 

The  four-foot  bride  from  church  did  fidle 
\s  the  w4fe  of  this  dragoon, 
1^  With  his  long,  &c. 

i  twelvemonth  fcarce  had  pafs'd 

When  he  laid  her  under  ground, 
ioon  he  threw  the  onion  from  his  eyes, 
;  And  touchM  ten  thoufand  pounds, 
'or  her  winks  and  blinks  her  money  chinks^ 

He  does  not  let  her  cafli  lie  idle,— 
k)  long  life  to  this  dragoon,  , 
|.  With  his  long,  &€> 
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J  Bull  in  a  China  Shop. 

YOU'VE  heard  of  a  frog  in  an  opera  hat, 
' Tis  a  vei-y  eld  tale  of  a  moufe  and  a  rat ; 
I  cotild  fmg  you  another  as  pleafantj  rnayliap. 
Of  a  kitten  that  wore  a  fine  high-caui'd  cap  ; 
But  my  mofe  on  a  far  tiobler  iubject  fhall  drop, 
A  bull  who  got  into  a  china  (hop; 
With  his  right  leg,  left  leg,  upper  leg,  under  leg, 
Patrick's  day  in  the  morning. 

He  popped  in  by  choice  at  tlie  china-fnop  door, 
Wliere  they,  very  foon  found  that  the  bull  was  a  bore 
The  fhopnian,  to  drive  him  out,  tried  with  much  care 
The  floor  being  covered  with  crockery  v^are ; 
And  am  on    it,  refen-ting  the  fhopman's  taunt, 
The  bull  began  danv:ing  the  cov/'s  coiirant  ; 
With  bis  right  leg,  left  leg,  upper  leg,  under  leg, 
Patrick's  day  in  the  niorning, 

Whate'cr  with  his  feet  he  couldn't  afTall,  ' 
Pie  made  ducks  i^nd  drakes  with  his  horns  and  his  tail 
So  friiky  he  was,  with  his  downs  and  his  ups, 
Each  tea-fervice  prov'd  he  y/as  quite  in  his  cups  :  \ 
He  play 'd  mag's  diver fioa  among  all  the  crates  ;  ! 
He  fpiinterM  the  diflies;,  aiad  dSil/d  all  the  plates,  \ 
With  his  right  leg,  left  leg,  upper  leg,  under  leg,  : 
Patrick's  day  in  ihe  morning. 

The  china- {hop  mader,  a  little  fat  man, 
Pv'ppM  in,  and  the  bull  at  him  farioufly  ran,  j 
Cauglit  him  by  the  waiiibandj-without  more  ado^ 
And  tofsM  lam  completely  the  lliog  window  thro'j 
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The  poor  lade  fat  mzn  fiew  up  like  a  dart, 
And  down  he  criiiie  plrmp  in  a  fcavenger's  cart  ^ 
With  his  right  leg^  leh  leg,  npper  legj  Under  leg, 
Patrick's  day  In  the  morning. 

The  poor  cbina-ieller  retr  iev'd  this  afFray, 
But  his  neighbours  laugh  at  him  to  this  very  day  : 
l  ie  has  a  nick  name,  for  dsrifion  a  mark, 
For  theyj  one  and  all,  call  him  the  littte  mod  lark  ; 
While  the  joke  he  ei;joys,  gratefid  for  ihe  relief: 
Bat  from  that  time  to  this  he  can't  fiomach  bulhbeef 
With  his  right  k-gj  left  leg,  upper  leg,  under  leg, 
Patrick's  day  in  the  morning. 

The  ¥/auking  cf  the  Faulds. 

'  -m  gY  Peggy  is  a  young  tiling, 
i  ¥  J- '         entered  in  her  teens^ 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  fv^'eet  as  May^  ■ 
'  Fair  as  the  day,  and  always  gay. 
My  Feggy:is  ayoung  things 

And  fm' rot  very  aiiidj 
Yet  well  I  like  to  meet"  her  at 
The  Vv^aukirg  of  the  faukL  - 

■  jMy  Peggy  fpeaks  fhe  iweetly. 
Whene'er  we  meet  alane, 
I  ^\'i&,nae  mair  to  lay  my  care, 
I  wiih  nae  oiair'  of  a'  dial's  rare^ 
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My  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetlyj 
To  a'  the  lave  Fm  cauld  ; 

But  Ihe  gars  a'  my  fpirits  glow. 
At  wauking  of  the  fauld. 

My  Peggy  fniiles  fae  kindly. 
Whene'er  I  whifpcr  iove, 
That  I  look  down  on  a'  the  town 5 
That  I  look  down  upon  a  crown. 
My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly. 

It  makes  me  blythe  and  bauld, 
And  naething  gi'es  me  fie  delight^ 
As  wauking  of  the  fauldt 

My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly, 

When  on  my  pipe  I  play. 
By  a^  the.  reft  it  is  confeft, 
By  a'  the  reft,  that  fce  fings  beft» 
My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly^ 

And  in  her  ikngs  are  tald, 
With  innocence  the  wale  of  fenfe^ 
At  wa'akini;?  of  the  fauld. 


FINIS. 


